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sad than the man who has felt in the depths of his
soul the thrill of that opening light, and the further
that he journeys, finds more and more weary per-
sons who tell him insistently that it was nothing
but a foolish incident of youth, a trick of fancy, a
passing mood, and that life must be given to harder
and more sordid things? It is well for him if he
can resist these ugly voices ; if he can continue
to discern what there is of generous and pure in
the hearts of those about him, if he can persevere
in believing that life does hold a holy and sweet
mystery, and that it is not a mere dreary struggle
for a little comfort, a little respect, a little pleasure
by the way. It is upon a man's power of holding
fast to undimmed beauty that his inner hopeful-
ness, his power of inspiring others, depends. But
though it is sad to see some artist who has tasted
of the morning dew, and whose heart has been
filled with rapture, trading and trafficking, in con-
ventional expression and laborious seriousness,
with the memories of those bright visions, it is
sadder far to see a man turn his back cynically
upon the first hope, and declare his conviction
tkat he has found the unreality of it all. The
artist must pray daily that his view may not grow
clouded and soiled; and he must be ready, too, if
he finds the voice grow faint, to lay his outworn
music by, though he does it in utter sadness of
soul, only glad if he can continue soirowful.